Apollo turn'd Stroller. 
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Apollo turn'd Stroller; 
* 
Thereby hangs 4 Tue. 


A MUSICAL PASTICCIO. 
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Apollo turn'd Stroller. 


PART TAI FIRST, 


The Heathen Deities diſcover'd drinking round a Table, 
CHORUS. 
PousH about the ne&ar'd glafs, 
In mirth and ſong the hours ſhall paſs ;/ 


Hence all care and melancholy, 
Puſh about, and let's be jolly. 


-RECITATIVE. 


Jup. Come, let each goddeſs, of her own compoſing, 
Sing us a verſe, it-will prevent our dozing : 

| Venus, begin, I hope my will don't teaze you ? 

Ven. Not in the leaſt, Ill do my beſt to pleaſe you. 


A SONG, 


2 APOLLO TURN'D STROLLER. 


SONG. 


Give me gentle breathing gales, 

Over flow'ry ſcented vales; 

The dimpled ftream—ſequeſter'd ſhade, 
By feather'd tribes harmonious made, 


Fup. Braviſſimo, braviſſimo, a very rural ſtanza. 
Pallas. Tis well enough, the theme, extravaganza. 
Jap. Well, Pallas, better it, we'll judge the merit; 
And we expect from you much fire and ſpirit. 
{ Pallas bows. 


SONG. 


* 


Pallas. Give me glorious war's alarms, 

The beaten drum, and claſh of arms 
Brazen ſhields, 
Bloody fields, 

Ranks in order—firm advancing, 

Gainſt the ſquadron—neighing—prancing, 
Bullets flying, 
Heroes dying, 

The trumpets clangor near and far, 

All the pride of mighty war. 


RE CI- 


Jb. 


Jup. 


Venus. 


Venus. 
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RECITATIVE 


"Tis good — —-— 
Apelle. So, ſo—dame Pallas can't — her calling; 


But muſt of fire and ſword be ever bawling. 


None of your critick rubs, Eſquire Apollo, 


Or I will deal you one, ſhall make you halloo. 
Come Juno next. 


, Excuſe me, Sir, I'm 1 and have a cold. 
. For little cauſe, ſhe'd ſoon find voice to ſcold, 


Rebellious varlet, peace: 

If word again foul mouth'd, you dare to utter, 
You'll breed a quarrel,” with your bread and 
| butter. 

Remember what has paſs'd>forbear your tricks, 

Or well I'll puniſh you, I ſwear by Styx. 


[Venus and Apollo ere ſeen quarrelling. 
Sorry am I, great Sir, your mitth to mar, 
With juſt complaints againſt-the circling car: 
But it muſt out, Phoebus, to ſhew bis wit, Sir, 


Has uſed a language—monſftrous unfit, Sir, 


We hear—go on —and prithee tell us more. 


Then, Sir, his impudence has call'd me wh e, 


Oh, ſhocking |! 


- Shameful; wicked m 0 indentz 


Surely it ne er was ſaid with a good intent. 


And, Sir, in rhymes, aſſiſted by the muſes, 
He mocks all Heaven, and yourſelf abuſes. 


A 2 7b. 


— „ 


Fup. 


APOLLO'TURN'D STROLLER. 


Me too !—then fince tis ſo, I ſwear 

Petitions for forgiveneſs I won't hear. 

We'll baniſh him from Heaven in a crack, 

And rid ourſelves of his vile rhymes and clack. 

Hence, villain—down—to earth again I ſend you, 

To try if mortal manners can amend you. 

He kicks Apollo out of Heaven. Thunder 

and Lightning. He ſeats himſelf, they 
all bow ſubmiſſroely. 


CHORUS. 


Mighty Jove, thy power ſtupendous, 
Is at all times quite tremendous. 


DUE T T. 


Thoſe who offend, 
You ſoon ſuſpend, 
And in a pickle ſouſe 'em; 
You make them fly, 
Deſert the ſ&y, 
And to the Devil douſe em. 


CHORUS. » 
Mighty—mighty—mighty Jove, 
Tho' we feat you-—+ftill we love. 


Near 


5 
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Near a Village. 


Apollo in "guiſe. 


Apollo. Was ever wight celeſtial fo unfortunate ; 
The dupe of — and goddeſſes importunate. 
Kind Jove, I thank you ſor this ſecond tumble, 
PFtom the abodes above, in flaſh, and rumble. 
What's to be done —muſt I, unheard of, wander 
On clayey ſoil, like a forſaken gander? 
Not I ince from above Apollo's vaniſh'd, 
Pl play the mortal while the god i, banifh'd 
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kene wild Vice the human heart, 
* And learn from little things . 
Wden we: above ſhould take a part, 
en n | 
Ft | i 1 wet [Trumpet without, 
- wards ts air 2s; ps ater 
Scems big with ſomething, and may offer matter, 
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APOLLO TURN'D STROLLER. 


Apollo, Strolling Players, Countrymen, &c. 


1/! Pl. (giving bills.) This night at; ſeven, my lads, 
will be performd 
Gibraltar fiege—but not the fortreſs, * d. 
Saus vou, good Sir, will you not ſee our play? 
| Accept a bill, and do not ſay us nay. 
Apollo. My friends, What company do you belong to? 
2d Play. Such a one, fir, as all the world would throng 
+ £13781 to. O | | A 
Apollo. ( Afide) A lucky hit, I'll enter with theſe 
mummers, .. ., ... 
And ſhew myſelf the patron of the thrummers z 
My honeſt fellow, if you need ſome aid, 
I well can ſing, and oftentimes have play d. 
1/. Play. A'bandſome offer, faith, a lad of ſpirit. 
Apolles Shew me your manager, I'll prove my merit. 
| ds Hard by the Caſtle in the Eaſtern ftreet, 
Aſter the play, at night we always meet; 
it _mirthful ſongs. with catch: and glee can | 


charm you, 
| Come, live with us, nor re that aught ſhould 
harm you. 


Apollo. Strait let's the bargain ſtrike. 
1/7 Play. But e're we go, fir, join in a glee, 
In proof of What you know, fir, 
1 GLE E. 


— 


APOLLO. TURN'D STROLLER; 


GLEE, 


How merrily we live that ſtrollers be, 
Cheerfully, thus we chaunt our merry glee; 
Oft with Shakeſpeare's muſe we jocund play, 
Repeat his ftrains with joy the live- long day, 
And each revolving month with us is May. 


Tan, diſcovered drinking at an Alehouſe 


SONG. 


Pan, A jug of brown ale, 
Whether freſh or quite ſtale, 
Sets the ſpirits afloat, * * 
Like a trim little boat. 
Toll loll de roll, &c, 


II. 


With my pipe and my pipes I will laugh at the world 
Nor care if mankind to the devil was hurl'd; 
J like not the joys that are taſted by proxy, 
Give me a brown jug and my favorite Doxy. 
| Toll loll de roll, &c. 


A 4 


Pan 
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APOLLO TURN'D STROLLER, 


Pan and Myſis. 


' 
RECITATIVE. 


 Myjis. For ſhame, for ever ſoaking at the alehouſe, 
Our pariſh curate ſays tis malus : 
But, Maſter Pan, I'm ſomewhat glad I've found ; 
ve, | | 
For on a weighty matter I wou'd ſound ye. 
Pan. What, has the milk-maid by your ſpouſe been 
forced, 
And you would know ea way to be divorced ; 
Ils this the buſineſs? _, 
Myfis. No, ſot, the ale has given you a 33 N 


Pan. Well, well, Þ'11 leave off joking. 
24 Wis. Come, hear me then, and don't your pipe be 
- poking; 


[ Breaks bis pipe, 
My girls are crazed, 1 think. 


Pan. You don't ſay fo ! 


My/is. Yes, but I do, 1m tell you when, and ** 
The players that have got Silend's barn, 
Have hit their fancies to a very turn; 
They think of nought but plays, and ſuch bad 
doings, 
And in the end I fear twill prove their ruins ; 
Now, 


munity z., . = 
Haſt ſeen the juſtice? 
Musa. No. Ans n Twiy bet by , 
Pan. Then to him ſtrait, "WOE E 
I' nib firſt my pot, and on him dan. 
Do you be there. | nen 
My/is. We'll trounce their Jackets,” "Phe: WA 
Pate: Thar ne Tra; 15 ont I'm 22 mat, * 
0 b ts * G. 5 
£1 ”® 
— the cock of the Keel is - 
Rules the roaſt with the mob, 1 
Pan will no more be his tool; , 8 
But this time be head of, the job. * 
1 * D 
| Theſe vagrants we'll route with a mittimus, 
Make them ſing ſmall as a tittymouſe; 
' Informations ſhall harraſs them! | ö 
Warrants and Tip-fiaffs embarraſs them; 


APOLLO: TURN'D STROLLER, 


Now, how to rid us of theſe ſcape-graces. 


Is what I wiſh to know. 


9. 


Pan. I've heard-6f them, and waited opportunity, 
Io route them, horſe and foot, their whole com- 


— 


Myſis, 


% APOLLO TURN'D \STROLLERG 


Myſis, Daphne, and Nyſa. 


RECITATIVE. 


HMyfis. Ye forward jades, where is't that you've been 
gadding ? . 
I think the player-men ve Oy adabing. 
Where have you been, I ſay? 
Nya. Nay, pry'thee mother 


Daph. Can't we ſtir out, n 


A. Enough to make me, when at home you're idle, 
And once got out—you can't be held by bridle. 
Get in, I ſay. 
Nyſa. La! mother, why ſo grumpiſh ? 
Myfis. In,—or I'll lay my fiſt on rather lumpiſh. 
Daph. Mother, we've only been to ſee the play, 
| Accompanied by all the ſpruce and gay. 
Aiyfis. Fine doings ! Liſt'ning to ſuch odious nonſenſe : 
Is this the way you rid yourſelves of odd-pence ? 
But ſoon I'll put a ſtop to ſuch vile doings, 
Productive only of. unlawful wooings. 
To Juſtice Midas, quick the cafe I'll unfold, 
He, will your lewd contrivances ſoon unmould. 
Ny/a. Come, deareſt mother, do not be untoward; 
You. once were young, and was not then fo 
froward ; 


Their 
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Their playing, ſinging, dancing more delights me, 

Than any croſs-grain'd flout, or threat affrights me. 

Their being here ſhould” pleaſe,” and ne' er can 
hurt you, 

And lib'ral ſentiment is the ſoul of virtue; 

Their efforts are for us z<— be ſtill, good mother; 

Remember one good turn deſerves another. 


* 
” 


rg aſs 


If in the glaſs 1 
When by peeviſh fits you're heated, 
The mirror true wou'd lull to ep 
Thoſe frowns that on your brows are ſeated. | 
Be not now unkind and haſty, | 
So ill-natured, croſs and teſty. 


z: — — - 


Pray do thet Heeg pee 
And: with daß inen pour face bete; 
Your Nyſa, ſuppliant, now demands 
Nought but juſtice from your hands. 
Be not now unkind and haſty, 
Sq ill-natured, croſs and teſty. 


RECI- 
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o - . * x * 2 


1 * SEES 1808 


RECLTATIV B-- | if 


TI 


Myfis. Tis all in vain, I am 1 37 
Me and my — ſball come betwixt, 


Ny/a. ; dme. 
2 Now pray, mamma, confder. 
93 1 0 4 
TRIO. 


Na. This rath en,; 
From ſelf ſends %%% 
How you ſputter, | 2204 T 
YL; Check and clutter, 
Growl and mutter, 
Harſh words utter: 
If you peach-befors the juſtice, 
Seeking a mare s- neſt, a ſnake jow mey-crch 
Myſs, © Pervethe ſpitits, * 10 
I cant bear it: 214 J0AQPOZ:; 
Can 2 mother, 
| Her rage ſmother, 
When girls bother? 
By their wiles debauch'd, or near it, 
Can ſhe clothe, her face in ſmiles ? 


Daph. Spite loquacious, 
They'll be cautious. 
. Bold-fac'd gipſy. 


2 VV. 
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Ny/a. Sure, you're tipſy. 
Daph. Croſs-grain'd, froward. 
Myfis. Sluts untoward. 


Nyſa. I We deſpiſe ſuch low tranſactions, 
Daph. Qt Filthy, mean, and dirty actions. 


Mit. Zooks, I'll ſwinge em, | Mya. You ſhan't ſwinge em, 
I'll unhinge em; Dapb. Nor unhinge em; 
I will trick em, You won't trick 'em, 
I will nick em, ; No, nor nick 'em. 


. A moment's peace we ne er can know, 
Daph, \ Ever teazing, vexing, thwarting fo. 


Exw of the FinsT PAxr. 


PART 
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PART TE SECOND. 


Myſis, Nyſa following ber. 
ESECITA-TIVL 


Ny/. Stay, mother, ſtay, your purpoſe pray give o'er, 

Myſ. No, no, you know my mind—ſo ſay no more. 

Ny/a. Well then, ſince you my beſt advice decline, 
Certain of your intent, I'll tell you mine. 


SONG. 


Since on this plan you're bent, 
Your malice I'll prevent; | 
Their manners quite meek, in their conduct no flay; 
Then why ſhould you perplex, 
And thus diſgrace your ſex, 
If I am wrong—pardonnez moi. 


I * 
F * 
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* 


II. 


The players blithe and gay, 
Shall ne'er be drove away; 
III forewarn them of you and the juſtice's paw : 
Fl! put them on their guard, 
The impending ftorm to ward; 
And if I ſhould vex you, pardennez mi. 


——I—ñäað7ꝗ — — 


| * —— was —ê — 


Midas in his great chair, books, &c. before bim. 
Midas ow R- 
RECITSATI VS. 


Om, ho, ho, ho, hum! ö 
Ort late my village is grown hum - drum. | 
I fear the folks get honeſt—no aſſaults, no 


batteries, 
No baſtards ſworn, or larcenies in the butteries. 
At but a ſhilling I can't get a pull, 


Since I have touch'd one, -it is ſix weeks full. 
Oh, Midas, Midas! thou haſt loſt thy weight, 
By the curs d ears you carry on your pate. 
Laugh'd at the butt —ſor children's pr and 
| jeers, | 
Who cry, under that mighty wig he kides 
414 18 the ears 0 
Of 


* . 
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Of a jack-aſs—but I will ſpite them, 
And for the ſmalleſt cauſe will ſorely ſmite them : 
PII be reveng'd. [bell rings.) Who's there ? 
[Ball rings. 
K nave, don't you hear the bell a tinkling. 
Serv. Myſis and Pan, Sir, at the gate. 
Midas. Bid them come here, 5 
Srv. Yes, Sir— in a twin kling 


o * 
- * * 
- 


Midas, Pan, and Myſis. 


Midas. 80 Pan, what's ſtirring? g 

Pax. Rare news, your Worſhip, we'll cut out work 
for you. 

Midas. You ſhall dine here ; there is a knife and fork for 


You. | 
Now, what's the matter ? 


' Pan. Why, Sir, ſome trolling vagabonds iofeft your 
village, 


Have hired a barn, and will the pockets pillage 


Of all your tenants 
Midas. How! what, where, the devil Come, Pan. 
Pan. *Fore Jove, Sir—they have madden'd all the 

fancies, 

| Of Jennys, Mollys, Bettys, "Soros 3 
AM, 22 Ves, pleaſe your Worſhip, and Sileno, underhand, 

Encourages theſe rogues, theſe varlets contraband, 

3 Midas. 
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Aidas. PI deal with him, and n now 3 my Burn; 
You muſt inform. 


| Myfis. Your honour—1'll be ſworn. 
_ Midas. That's right, that's right, the very thing. 


$ONG. 


Shall they dare intrude, 
Ods bobs—it *s very rude; 
Their dancing, ſinging, ſpouting, 
Under my very noſe : 
Foregad they get a clouting, 
Of law they ſhall have 
A ſwinging doſe. 


*;' 


RECITATIV E. 


4 


Pan. O rare Juſtice Midas. 


* Oh tremendous Juſtice Midas, 
Pan. Who ſhall oppoſe great Juſtice Midas? 


Midas. Who's there? Bring me a hat of office ; 
Pan, king of all the conſtables I appoint you; 
And with a gold lac'd hat, thus I anoint you: 

You muſt to the play, and be quite certain 


Of all the gambols play'd behind the curtain. 
At ten we'll meet, and catch them at the club. 


Pan. Ha, ha! that will be a catch-club. 
Midas. Pha, pſha, pſha. 


* 
aa =; 
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Pan. No harm, your Worſhip, ſurely you like fun. A 
: Midas. I like it paſſing well, but not thet ques 


Come here, 
The fine that's levied on theſe ftrollers, 
Muſt be divided—I'll touch half the rouleaux. 


Pan. That's hard on me. * 2 

Midas. I'Il have it ſo—as Juſtice I'm beſt judge. 

Pan. Sconce me, and talk of juſtice, that's all fudge. 

Midas. Huſh, huſh, no more, but lay yoyr information, 
And pay a ſhilling for the oath. 

Pan, Damnation ! 8 LE 

Midas. Peace, peace ſit down—but huſh, 
Suppoſe they ſtay, and we go ſnacks, now 

can't you pump em 
Pan. No, Sir, they're ſturdy beggars, 
Midas. Then ye'll thump 'em. © 


TRIO, -# 


Midaz. Pan, you and I will tweak the noſes 


Of theſe chaps, and their little dolly-dowſes. 


If they ſhould come within our reach, 
We will kick them hard on the een. 
Bow, wow, Wow, 
Diddle, daddle, 
Fiddle, faddle, 


Bow, wow, wow. | 
70 


1 | | B 7 : Myjis. 
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by b 
Myfis. We'll ſcout em. 
' * 
Pan. We'll rout em. 


Myſu. 


Midas. 
Pan. 


Ibs 
Pan. 


Pan. 


Myfis. 


Pax. 


10. 
Pan. 


Drive em fore the wind, Sir. 
They ſhall fetch the Devil's reach, 
Before they look behind, Sir, 

Bow, wow, wow, 

Diddle, doddle, 

Niddle, noddle, 


Bow, wow, wow. 


We'll put a ſtop to their ſinging, and their 
dancing, 
Their fiddles, and their ſticks, 
Their cap'ring, and their prancing. 
You'll be ſworn, I'll inform as to time and 
place, fir. 
Not a rogue among them all ſhall ever ſhew 
his face, Sir. 
Bow, wow, Wow, * 
Diddle, doddle, 
Niddle, noddle, 
Bow, wow, wow. 
We'll flake em. 
We'll make em 
Mute as any fign-poſt. 
They ſhall fly, 
And running, cry, 
The devil take the hindmoſt. 
Bow, wow, wow, 
Diddle, doddle, 
Niddle, noddle, 
Bow, wow, wow. 
WM Pan, 


a % 
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Pan. Cut em. 


Myfis. Slaſh em. 
Midas. Drive em. 
Pan. Daſh em. 


Bow, wow, wow.. "> 


1 14400 644 abi # 4% « 1 - 
Daphne and Nyſa. . . 
9 - 
# £ = 


'RECITATIVE. 
Mia. Dear Daph. well met. 
Daph. What puts you in a flurry? 
Ny/a. My mother ſhe's gone out all rage and fury, 
To inform the Juſtice of our new come 
. neighbours, . | | 
May ill ſucceſs, attend officious labours. 
We'll thwart her, Nyſa, warm them of their 
danger, je 
Ny/a. - Tis ſurely cruel to oppreſs a ſtranger. 
Dapb. Truſt my example, ſiſter, —follow it, | 
And we ſhall men | 
low it. , 


* TR GS 
7313 * 8 
2-8 on - 5. OTE Ke \ 
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SONG. 
She ſhan't find me a fool, 
A young chit juſt from ſchool ; 
Curb'd by words, or by whip, 
For an innocent trip ; 
And tamely be ſcurvily treated. 
No, no, not I. 


e. 1 — 0 2 — fm 
* 
* 


I'll not fit in the houſe, 
Be as'mum as a mouſe; 


And be thus of my liberty cheated. | 
No, no, not I. 


- 


— vi 
Apollo and Players. 
RECITATIVE.- 
1/4 Play. Stranger, you're welcome to our ſcanty board, 


Not rich in viands, but with mirth well-ſtor'd ; 
Come, then, let's join in Tong,” our brother 


: greet, 
And bid hm welcome in our alen fret 


CHORUS. _ 


Welcome to our club, be free, 
Here reigns mirth and jollity ; 
Laughing ſong and cheerful glee, 


From our hearts we welcome thee. 
| RECI- 
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"RECITATIVE. 


- Land. Nyſa and Daphne, Sirs, if you'll admit em 
Are come in 2 and beg” that =_ pernate 
" em 0 M4 
To ſpeak ſome words of import. 

Apollo. Shew them up. © 


Nyſa. We crave your pardon, Sirs, for this intruſion, 
Thus on your ſocial hours. | 
I Play. There's no occaſion. | +5 
To what good 3 may we this favour 
place ? 
Daph. We come in friendſhip, Sirs, to warn you, 
| Left an approaching ill ſhould harm you. 
Midas, will quick be here. 
Na. He ſwears he'll ſend you all to, Bridewell. 


Apollo. Leave him to me, my friends, I'll tan his 


hide well. 
Ny/a. 2 
D Je Ties beret bit 
5 
4 Nai Þ Without 


RECITATIVE. 


Midas. Oh ho! — ob bol — oh ho! 


You raſcalt, vagrants, vagabonds, 
I'll have you 3 all on hentai 
Come, Pan. = 

Apollo. 


— — * ˖ — —p—— _ 


f —- 
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Apollo. Pray mitigate your rage, and hear our prayers, 
Aides. I won't,—you're vegabonds, and players. 
Do'ſt think me mad, or, that Te ta en my 
bumdo, 
What do you take me for ? 
Apollo. A Hurlo Thrumbo ! 
Midas. Hurl at me no Thrumbo's. 
Pve caught you in the fact, | 
F'll limbo all of ye.—Pan, read the at; 
And ſeize them all. I'II ſtop your toll loll lolf; 


Halle. Midas, haſt thou forgot thy old friend Poll ? 
©" {Diferverr dt "Midas fun, lite. 
ddl] 

Apolle. Now, tear me al. 


SONG. 


Thou, ſilly old fool, 
Thou, meddling tool, 
Can'ſt thou, for a Fuftice dare paſs, 
.You forget the decree, 
For Pan, againſt me. 
When I gave Jou the ears of an Aſs, 


But this ſecond decree, 
Againſt my Company, 
Fl puniſh, I ſwear by the Maſs, 
That the world may deride, 
And a Wig may not hide, - 
I'll now add, —the Tail of an Aſs. 
RECI- 
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-RECITATIVE. 


Apolle. For your officious zeal, let that juſt mark 


| prevail. ; 
Remember, Buſy Bodies, „ Thereby hangs a 
Tale.” 


[Midas turns about with an Aſs's Tail; they all 
laugh at him ; he approaches Apollo very hum- 
bly, and falls on bis inert. ] 


F s ON G. 


Midas. Oh, mighty Sol, oh, 
Oh, great Apoll—o, 
Pray, my petition hear, 
Believe me true, 
I ſwear to you, 
I'll ne'er offend, oh dear. 


This deed that's paſt, 
Shall be — my laſt, | 
And ne'et again I'll meddle. 
Drive hence my fears, 
My Tail and Ears, 
And III affift — their fiddle. 1 


Apollo. Art thou ſincere ? 
Midas. Indeed, indeed, 


15 
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Abele. Well, then, — in your refermation, 


This once Þ'll eaſe you of your transformation, 
But mark l if e'er again you meddle 

With matters that are mine, I'll treble 

My paſt reſentment, Now to the ſkies returning, 
I with you happy all. Midas, take warning. 


SONG. 


Let friendſhip with her ſilken bands, 
Henceforth the happy union keep, 
With willing hearts, now join your hands, 
To wake no more, let diſcord fleep, 
II. f 
Recall'd to Jove's imperial court, 
Well pleas d, I ſeek my native ſkies, 


The Gods will ſcarce believe report, 
That Juſtice Midas is grown wiſe, 


«© [Car deten.) 


Symphony, bir Apollo aſtends' te! Heaven, 


RECITATAIV.E. 


A. [To the Players. L. 


We're friends, ſhake hands, this hint from 
good Apoll, 4 

Convinces me I was, — a Juſtice Shallow. | 

The trade I'll leave, curſe it, and its deviſers, 


My ſpite gainſt you” ar om ill-adviſers. = 
a FINALE, 


1 


1 
APOLLO TURN'D STROLLER. 7, 
| | * 
S 
"CHORUS. 


Midas, juſtly now gives o'er” 
Bidding diſcord wave her wand, 

Thus ſecur'd, we aſk no more, 
Your applauſe will ſeal the bond. 


Midas. —Sorry for what's paſt, I'll mend, 
Burn my Burn, and Blaekflone too, 
To genius ever be a friend, 
Giving merit all its due. 
| k Da Capo Chorus, 


Pan. Let old jars be now forgot, 
Pan no more in wrong will chime; 
III forſwear my pipe and pot, 
In better ways employ my time. 
= Da Cape. 


Myfis. Girls, no more will I ſuſpect, 
Or be wayward in my ways ; 
Mirth encourage, you protect, 
Thus in joy I'll end my days. | 
Da Capo 


Daphne. I'll with care my conduct guard, 
Nor give cauſe for you to chide. 
" Virtue is its own reward, 
Ne'er for ſhame my face I'll hide. 
| Da Capo. 


Nyſe. 
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Nyſa. Thus united, happy we, 
Bid adieu to broils and ſtriſe; 
Friendſhip, love and harmony, 
Conſtitute the joys of life. 
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